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TOWARD AN AFRICAN ELEGY 

In the groves of Africa from their natural wonder 

the wildebeest, zebra, the okapi, the elephant, 

have enterd the marvelous. No greater marvelous 

know I than the mind’s 

natural jungle. The wives of the Congo 

distil there their red and the husbands 

hunt lion with spear and paint Death-spore 

on their shields, wear his teeth claws and hair 

on ordinary occasions. There the Swahili 

open his doors, let loose thru the trees 

the tides of Death’s sound and distil 

from their leaves the terrible red. 

He is the consort of dreams I have seen, heard 
in the orchestral dark like the barking of dogs. 

Death is the dog-headed man zebra-striped 

and surrounded by silence who walks like a lion, 

who is black. It was his voice crying come back 

that Virginia Woolf heard, turnd 

her fine skull, hounded and haunted, stoppd, 

pointed into the scent where 

I see her in willows, in fog, at the river of sound 

in the trees, prepare there 

to enter Death’s mountains 

like a white Afghan hound pass into the forest, 

closed after, let loose in the leaves 

with more grace than a hound and more wonder there 

even with flowers wound in her hair, allowing herself 

like Ophelia a last 

pastoral gesture of love toward the world; 
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and I see all our tortures absolved in the fog, 
dispersed in Death’s forests, forgotten. I see 
all this gentleness like a hound in the water 
float upward and outward beyond my dark hand. 

T am waiting this winter in the black of love 

for the Negro armies in the eucalyptus, 

for the cities laid open and the cold in the love-light, 

for hounds, women and birds to go back to their forests 

and leave us our solitude. 


Negroes, negroes, all those princes 

holding cups of rhinoceros bone, make 

magic with my blood. Where beautiful Marijuana 

towers taller than the eucalyptus, turns 

within the lips of night and falls, 

falls downward, where as giant Kings we gatherd 

and devourd her burning hands and feet. O Moonbar 

there and Clarinet — those princes, 

quickend in their sheltering leaves like thieves, 

those negroes, all those princes 

holding to their mouths like Death 

the cups of rhino bone were there to burn my body, 

divine the limits of the bone 

and with their magic tie and twist me 

like a rope. I know no other continent of Africa 

more dark than this 

dark continent of my breast. 
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And when we are deserted there, 

when the rustling electric has passd thru the air, 

once more we begin in the blind and blood throat 

the African catches. The demon Desdemona 

wails within our bodies, riding, warns 

against this towering Moor of Self, and then 

laments her passing from him. 

And I cry : Hear 

in the coild and secretive ear the drums 

that I hear beat. All those princes 

holding cups of bone and horn are there in halls 

of blood that I call forests, in dark 

and shining caverns where 

beats heart and pulses brain, in jungles 

of my body, there, Othello moves, striped 

black and white, the dog-faced fear. Moves 

I, I, I, whom I have seen as black 

Othello, strange to my sight, pursued 

deliriously his sound and drownd 

in hunger’s tone, the deepest wilderness. 

Then it was I, Death singing, 
who bewilderd the forest. I thot him my lover 
like a hound of great purity disturbing the jungle. 
This was the beginning of the ending year. 

From all of the empty the tortured appear 

and the bird-faced children crawl out of their fathers 

and into that never-filld pocket 

the no longer asking but silent, 

seeing nowhere the final sleep. 
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The halls of Africa we seek in dreams 
as barriers of dream against the deep, and seas 
disturbd turn back upon their tides 
into the rooms deserted at the roots of love. 
There is no end. And how sad then 
is even the Congo. How the tired sirens 
come up from the water, not to be touchd 
but to lie on the rocks of the thunder. 

And how sad then 
is even the marvelous. 
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KING HAYDN OF MIAMI BEACH 
1 

In the rustling shelter of Japanese peach 
with the blacks and the plum-colord lady apes 
dances King Haydn of Miami Beach 
the now, the now, of never perhaps; 
bows to death, bows to death; 
plans next week wonderfully pretend 
a temporary pleasurable boat-trip and ride 
round the capes, round the capes 
and back again. 

2 

King Haydn abandons the dance of his do. 

With joy he resumes 

the half-waltz and rumba of never 

come true. But 

Mr Responsible Person 

booms in the head of Mr Do Why. 

Love-waltz and rumba come 
stop. 

King Haydn abandons 
the never come true. 

Hops. 

To the tune of Mr Do Why. 

Vacations and oceans grow tired and die. 

Fixd with a joyless partner motion 
King Haydn and Mr 
Dandruff Why 
do the why-do do why do. 
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3 PARADISE CLUB 

This is the Heaven-House Everyday-Do 
that Mr Responsible Person God 
built in a day. 

This is Mr Responsible Who 

looks out for the welfare of me and you, 

of Eve, of you, of Adam, of me. 

This is the Absolute Person we fear. 

This is His hot round biggish sun. 

This is the middle of next year. 

This is the bird on its wounded wing 
that fell out of Heaven and started to sing, 
that fell into soul, into single 
extraordinary badly and poor. 

This is the Other Place, the Miami Beach Lure, 
beyond the Absolute Door of Why 
where each fallen birdie is 6 feet high. 

This is the Eye of Mr Responsible, 
the Comprehensible, 
sees each birdling that falles from grace 
lose wits, lose form, lose time and face. 

This is Mr Responsible Person. 

This is His ordinary only Heaven. 

King Haydn in the Other Place 
dances away his chance for grace. 

4 PSYCHOANALYSIS 

Death is a sin, death is a sin. 
leaves a taste after of oil and tin. 
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In the fiery hell of Miami Beach 

the sun can glare like a red hot peach 

but the night comes in and the life goes out. 

The boys and the girls play Turn About. 

King Haydn and Mr Why begin 

to deal the cards and play at death. 

The game is long and the chance is brief. 
Among the dead 

the blacks and the plum-colord lady apes 
change and then again change shapes. 

Death is a sin, death is a sin. 

The sorry old sun can glower and pout 
but Death comes in and the life goes out 
and leaves a taste after of oil and tin. 

5 

How many miles to Love and hack, 
Hobbyhorse Wise? askd Mr Why. 

You can never get there. 

To Where? To There? 

Hobbyhorse Poor, said Mr Why, 
to Lack from Lack to Lack and back. 
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Heavenly City , Earthly City 

AMONG MY FRIENDS 

Among my friends love is a great sorrow. 

It has become a daily burden, a feast, 
a gluttony for fools, a heart’s famine. 

We visit one another asking, telling one another. 

We do not burn hotly, we question the fire. 

We do not fall forward with our alive 
eager faces looking thru into the fire. 

We stare back into our own faces. 

We have become our own realities. 

We seek to exhaust our lovelessness. 

Among my friends love is a painful question. 

We seek out among the passing faces 
a sphinx-face who will ask its riddle. 

Among my friends love is an answer to a question 
that has not been askd. 

Then ask it. 

Among my friends love is a payment. 

It is an old debt for a borrowing foolishly spent. 
And we go on, borrowing and borrowing 
from each other. 

Among my friends love is a wage 
that one might have for an honest living. 


SLEEP IS A DEEP AND MANY 
VOICED FLOOD 
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Our little Death from which we daily 

do survive, it seems tonight 

the very tide of life itself 

upon whose surface we toss, 

unwilling to submit, like two swimmers 

eager for rest but eager too for each other. 

We struggle, we weary, we refuse 
its calm depth that we know a storm. 

We throw ourselves out from its silence 

that like the coild and vacant chambers of a shell 

is all aroar with our drownd 

and ever present past. We turn to each other. 
We cling. We keep a hand, a mouth, a head, 
above the water, sighing, 
caught in sleep’s undertow. Now, 
watching over your loved form where it lies 
admitted to life’s death-soundings, sleep, 

I toss alone. You have met other lovers there. 

Looking past your sleeping eyes I see 

death’s deep resounding eyes. You hunt 

among the shadows of your life that haunt 

sleep’s death and hear in every voice 

some reminder from the distant past, 

that ominous tone that tried to reach your ear 

even while I spoke to you of love. 


IN MEMORY OF TWO WOMEN 


My wrong, my wrong, my most grievous wrong. 

In which comes this beauty. 

Do I withhold my beauty to feed thereon? 

My friends grieve, and I cry 
this is a radiant joy. Song 
fills my throat. Feast of fullness 
my heart’s famishing. 

If only my sense of your beauty 
could flow back and fill you. 

My wrong, my wrong, my most grievous wrong. 
In which flowers this green, 
light and shadowd, this yearning. 

The yearning is the beautiful thing. 

I talkd and tried to explain my wrong. 

The words in the listening room were vain. 

They multiplied what I faild to say. 

I stoppd. She lay remotely questioning. 

Her love in sorrow was articulate. 

It trembled upon my lips. Her throat, 
her body, articulate song. I took 
the moment’s absolution. 

If only my sense of your beauty 
could flow back and fill you. 
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Jimenez in the golden company 
drinks deeply of her sorrow’s wine. 

She steeps her soul in that red vein 
the passion’s vintage, she would deny, 
and recites to us Keats’ lovely lines. 

This is a beauty beyond all beauty. 

My wrong, my wrong, my most grievous wrong. 
In which comes this beatific song, wrought 
in the suffering of my friend. “ Thou still 
unravishd bride of quietness ” she reads. 

The light of joy flows from her voice 
and fills to its brim my thirsting heart. 

If only my sense of your passion 
could flow back and fill you. 

I sang and tried to fill the void. 

The poet’s art is a passionate fountain. 

My wrong, my wrong, my most grievous wrong. 
In which speaks this beauty. 

We sat on the terrace in the afternoon 
and spoke together of the scene. The blue 
intensity of sky was miracle. 

The reaches of the campus, lawn and grove, 
all the leafy stillness seemd 
leafy stillness of one mind. 

This is my paradise, I said. 

She gave intensely to the scene. 

If only my sense of your passion 
could flow back and fill you. 
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Medieval Scenes: 

THE DREAMERS 

“Sleep lingers all our lifetime about our eyes, 
as night hovers all day in the boughs of the fir tree. 

All things swim and glitter —Emerson, Experience. 

The magic in convolutions of our company 
winks its lights. Its touch is slight 
and vital. But we are bearish magickers, 
makers of lightnings in a half-sleep of furry storm. 

It is the magic of not-touching, 

not-looking sharpenings of the eye, 

dim thunders of imaginings. Half-loves 

kept short of love’s redeeming fire, 

temperd to fear and sharpend to a knife-edge cut. 

It flashes in the air. Yet we are bear-like 

dreamers in a lifetime’s hibernation, 

seven sleepers of romance’s mountain magic. 

The daemon swims and glitters in each face. 

Each sleepy bearish hero short of love 
recounts his dreams. The knightly valors 
cast upon the day’s continuum of light 
a shade of language dragon red with hope. 

It is the magic of not-touching, 
the hostile speech of rigid magickers. 

And we are unawakend dreamers, 
sleep-talking miseries of animal despair. 

I have within my heart a tree, a fir 
of shadows, Hibernia of dreams. 
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“The speech,” I said, “is sexual. 

It tells our lovers what we are, excites 
the hesitating ear of an animal mind.” 
“But beasts,” poor Curran said, “at least 
would nudge each other.” 


THE HELMET OF GOLIATH 

“Goliath stoppd, he heard his armor creak 
and grow alive with an increasing weight 
and felt a cooling night creep on the land” 

— Leonard Wolf, “David” 

A bright antique of sacred presences, 
the windy armor grows alive with song 
and in that darkend helmet 
the poet’s face is curious. The lonely men 
about the revolutionary table sit. 

They seem to muse, each man so solitary, 
or like excited oracles in conversations after hours 
speak secrets of their trade. 

The helmet sings. 

Cry woe upon the sleeping land. 

A revolution works unknowing there. 

The lonely knight in Goliath’s poetry of armor 
is not Goliath. He was a spirit of power, 
fallen away into a dark disuse. 

See how the beauty of his form 
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has been deformd ! He wears 
a doom bejewelld bright of armory. 

Cry woe upon the sleeping land. 

It grows alive with an increasing weight. 

There is a secret wooing in the night, 
a fine adultery of voices talking. 

I saw the sleight-of-look, the moment’s 
quick avowals. It vanishd. 

Wraith-like elegance 
of a forbidden swan. 

The solitary muse 
speaks to each man. They grieve 
and shake their heads. They grieve 
that grief can teach them nothing 
nor can they touching touch. 

The poets at their table speak of love. 

The waves of an uncomprehending sea 
wash between each lover and his love. 

The words are drownd of meaning in that roar 

Goliath from a distance fell, 
into a dark of meaning. 

The roar within the helmet makes us deaf. 

It grows alive. We never seem to reach our life 
The sword, our innerness, 
is sleight-of-soul. It vanishes. 

We yearn. The yearning vanishes. 

The speech of the poets seems to deny 


all love. They listen to forbidden music. 
And in that darkend helmet 
each poet’s face is curious. 


THE BANNERS 

The cygnet, heraldic joy, somnambulant, 
within the turbulence of want 
displays its grace. 

The lion in the loin that slumbers 

shakes the sheath of sleep back from his claws, 

and stretches. The poets 

weave upon that tapestry a spell 

of flowering, gold-threaded tendrils of a vine 

make animate each animal form 

with conceit of loving. There, 

as if washd up upon a wave of violet, 

of blue, vermilion and clear yellow, 

the poets animate a unicorn 

animalization of the beckoning swan. 

The days before awakenings, dark ages, 
are long with hours for the poets’ tapestry. 

The unicorn of gold and swan-white threads 
nuzzles the sleeping virgin in the park. 

Above their heads the signet of the Prince 
is woven, elaborate blood-red signature. 

The poets weave themselves as the erotic hunters. 
They wear bright jerkins of a rich brocade 
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and silk of forest green upon their thighs. 

They stand with instruments of hunting, 
hooded falcons, spears and nets, 
and watch that sleeping nakedness 
where they had woven her, 

half-hidden in the flowery spread upon the ground. 

They smile mysteriously upon their innocence 

and upon their unicorn, virgin wildness brought to bay. 

They seem unconscious of the signature. 

It glimmers in embroidery of leaves. It swims, 
the scarlet lake of some significance, 
lionish Princeliness of the scene. 


THE KINGDOM OF JERUSALEM 

The hosts of the glittering fay return. 

Their sunken palaces in lakes of dream 
rise, amaze, and perish. 

What of avowals then? Fealties of ruin? 

The splendid Emperor of Jerusalem dreams 
of the Emperor of Jerusalem in his splendor. 

The poets at their board 

subvert the empire with their sorrow. 

Powerless and melancholy, the young men smile 
evasively and stroll 

along the shores of the slumbering lake. We hear 
the diapasons of the drownd magnificence. 


Then, then the agony came. 
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“There is something else,” I said. I had not known 
I had so deep a sorrowing. 

The knights are luminous with the dreamer’s splendor. 
I serve in the unease of an early promise. 

I remember now the sea was calm. 

The wind had fallen into a still of potency. 

The sails hung slack, and the sun in his heavens 
was the lion of our sorrow. I drank 
the draught of a secret thirst. 

The people of the goddess Danan smile 
evasively and work their spell. 

The poets are foolish in their wise. 

They stroll like gallants in the park of days, 
attended by their shadows that are hounds 
of a disturbing wonder. 

O but these gallants seem so calm, 
they fall into a still of potency, 
listless, uneasy rememberers. 

The palaces of the fay appear. 

We seem to hear the battle cry, 
or love cry, 

or death cry, the last haloo 
of some deserted lover’s horn, lost 
upon a field we had forgotten, amaze 
and perish. 
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THE FESTIVALS 

“ I do not want the witless rounds of spring 
to break this fine enchantment into joys,, 
wild shouts and lively cruelties. 

The joy unbroken is the lovely thing.” 

The poet sees his foolish Muse bestir herself 
as if to shake off foolishness. “ The sleeping joy,” 
he murmurs in her dream, “ is best. 

Then let us drift upon the fire with closed eyes, 
extend our midnight and forget the day. 

I would avoid the chattering of birds, 

the twittering in gid and gawdy wide awake. 

Our unicorn is but a gilded ass 
adornd by village fools with a single horn 
of painted wood. Then let them prance. 

I would linger in this seeded ground 
and see the rounds of vernal hopping pass. 

“ Faces too bright, janglings of the morris dance, 

in the candid minds of the redeemd 

these do not appear. I do not want 

the wanton spring to break my wonder 

into the wheel of chance and changes, 

piebald ribaldry of nights and days, 

of stompings, of vacant carnivals.” 

The poet holds the musing body that he loves, 
and, like that glistening lover that Saint Julian knew, 
that body has a leprous questioning of his soul. 

All lovers, male and female hungers, move 
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in transformations of the Muse. 

The Muse is wide awake. 

“ The joy awake,” she says, 

“ is everywhere. You are a wondrous sleeping 
in a world of wonders. The braying ass 
the fools have painted gold and red 
and decorated with a single horn 
— I saw him in my dream and dreamt 
he was a magic wonder — now awake 
I see he is a braying foolish unicorn.” 


THE MIRROR 

Two women stroll among the orange trees. 

Reflected in the glass their nakedness 
is like a feud of brilliancies. 

One woman’s hair is of a lewd gold, 
red as man’s first thought of sin. 

It falls across the heavy indolence of her thighs 
and barely sweeps the ground with gold. 

The second woman has grown old. 

Her naked body sags and wrinkles in its lust. 

It speaks cavernous wastages of a despair. 

She grins and shows her broken teeth. 

The glass is like a rose of broken teeth. 

It trembles with the waverings of the air. 

The mirror does not ask if they are witches. 

It watches. There is a naked man 
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between them. He twists between two fingers 

one nipple of the woman with the hair of gold. 

She stands like an unknowing Eve, 

radiant with evil, and waits. He holds 

the nipple like a blood-red cherry there 

between his curious extended fingers. 

The daughters of Danaus lead their naked husbands, 
each her naked husband to the naked bed. 

There is a carnal burning in the air. 

The woman with the fiery hair plays on a lute 
the plaint of some erotic melody. 

“I have within my heart of hearts a tree,” 
she sings, “that bears no fruit but misery.” 

The man is standing with one foot 
placed forward. He holds 
the aged witch’s dugs with his two hands 
and thrusts his blood red penis in the air. 

She touches it. She smiles. 

O all of human wisdom seems to fall 
into the reawakend depth of mystery. 

She is the woman with the golden hair. 

Her vulva gleams beneath the mount of Venus. 

It seems impenetrable in flesh or 

as if some violence were needed of the man. 

The mirror shines in a still of muted lust. 

The image shows the oranges on the ground 
like jewels in the greeny gold of grass. 

There is a plaintive singing in the air. 
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the air. The daughters of Danaus fill 
with blood the sieves of lust and cry. 


THE REAPER 

Created by the poets to sing my song, 
or created by my song to sing. 

The source of the song must die away. 

All day the night of music hovers 
in the fir tree, swims and glitters. 

O touch me not to song 

for I desire to be forever mute with my first Lord. 
The source of the song will die away. 

Glorious is the hot sun. 

The reaper in his youth cuts down the living grain. 
We see the glitter of his hot curved scythe. 

His weary labors cut us down 
while yet we live. 

The source of the song will die away. 

Sweep not upon the strings of my dark lyre, 

my body, music. Make mute 

the tree within the heart, for I desire 

to come unto my Lord unsung. The Tomb 

of Muses in the marble of the flesh 

is like a monument of song. 
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The source of the song will die away. 

All night the pestilential reaper slays. 
We fall away beneath his blade. 

Our youth is daily harvested like wheat 
from fields of our first Lord. 

The source of the song will die away. 

But see, glorious is the hot sun. 

The Reaper cuts my hot youth down. 
He cuts me down from my first Lord 
while yet I live. 

The source of the song will die away. 


THE ALBIGENSES 

We move as dragons in the lethargy. 

The spirit of our Lord moves in the universe, 
that spoke to us of evil things. 

We hear the rustling of a serpent brilliance. 

See how the worldly splendor swells. 

The darkness of our Lord is vegetable with hate. 

The spirits of the Light move in the dark. 

They strive to touch. We know 
dim memories of their chastity. 

I know a serpent wisdom of the blood, 
of suffering, of coital magic. 

The light of our spirit is draind away 
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into the flesh. The womb, 
the blood red sun, the universe 

are bright with evil presences, angels of a leprous fire. 

The Pope of Rome magnificent with massacres 
is Lucifer. He repeats, repeats in us, creates 
his evil image. The bride turns in the woe 
of her devil’s form and seeks to know 
the devil maleness of her groom. 

They eat the body of Our Lord. 

Golgotha mount stares on their paradise. 

The poet-lovers in copulation know 

the emergence of the dragon from all things. 

They burn in the wrath of the wrathful God. 

Black is the beauty of the brightest day. 

O let me die, but if you love me, let me die. 

Your grief and fury hurts my second life. 

I would come unto the source of light unsung. 

The Golden Ones move in invisible realms. 

If we could know their chastity . . . 

The consoled of God die away from life. 

We reach, we reach to hold them back. 

They grow invisible to our lust. 

O let me die, but if you love me, let me die. 
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Domestic Scenes 

for Jack Spicer, Upon His Return 


BREAKFAST 

I sleep a serpent-sleep in sluff of human skin. 

I hibernate in that brief dark of wisdom 
that we seek in sleep. I seek 
disorderly excitements of a dream. 

I shall awake to the ennui of breakfast foods, 
to each morning’s bright of commonplace, 
redundancies of tasty goodness. 

I shall put sleep’s dream gratifications away, 
awake to talk’s dream gratifications, and still 
in that un-dream, no sleep no talk, 
remain ungratified. 

Disorder of dishes, the wisdom of soild spoons, 
of discarded forks and knives, exciting litter 
excites the domestic dreaming mind 
to that brief of wisdom calld disgust. 


BUS FARE 

The day has suburbs for a night’s metropolis. 

I ride in plain daylight, a simple cheap delight 
that takes the place of midnight’s pleasures 
cheap yet dear. 
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Sometimes when I am riding that old line, 

that brilliant talking bus, I fear 

that busy clatter as if it might appear 

before me, made concrete, some cinema of the afternoon, 

lit up in a tautology of coming attractions, 

dispassionate reminders of a night’s resort 

to passion playd upon a screen by shadow stars. 

Sometimes I fear 

a silence as if you might then appear to me 
in all the woeful and endearing charm 
of uniform and pass out transfers and announce : 

Reality Street, the end of the line. 

But Day has no such streetnames. There are 
suburbs with exotic names in plain daylight 
and streets seem innocent of what they midnight know, 
a simple cheap delight that takes the place 
of darker dearnesses. 


MATCHES 

Friend, Friend. What if my voice at times 
betrays elaborations of a cloudy mind, 
of Turneresques and rosy cumulus? 

We smoke our vernacular peace-pipes, 
cigarettes of various brands, and inhabit 
uneasily the vulgar honesty of dailiness. 


I dwell in a world of scarlet sinkings, 
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flame-spotted sails collapsing 
into the glitter of a friendly eye. 

I dreamt of a duplicity of ships. 

There is a hostile scarlet idea of dawn 
or sunset horizon in friendship’s day 
or love’s night-watch of spirits. 

Friend, friend. What if at times I dwell 
in dawns or sunsets of a livid hue, 
chimeras of a smoky atmosphere ? 

We smoke our advertised tobacco, brands 

of nationally recognized composures of the mind. 

And then, my unfriendly eye, 

saying friend, is made uneasy 

by some older idea of the tobacco, Turneresque 

of dying galleons in a waste of sea. 


RADIO 

Sweet heart, the swank of love 
is swank of bright humiliations, 
swagger of moony certainties 
and swash of buckley song, 
a moonlight swainish with delight. 
The radio station LOVE 
is an all nite program, swell & sweet. 

Heart, don’t go. Don’t go. 

I forgot to say I need 
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the cynic adoration of your eyes. 

The roses in their summer flush of brass 
fall into the dim uncertainty. 

I fear to see your season pass. 

I fear the swart eclipses of the moon. 

I fear the phases of orchestral loneliness, 
the loony disarray when you are gone. 

And yet I do not think that I can say 
I love you and not know 
the hurt of roses as they die, 
humiliation-bright uncertainty of the rose. 

Don’t go. Don’t go. 

But take this swindle of the heart — 

I love you. There is a swank 
of realistic swans, moon-certain birds, 
truthful joys in that dishonest swamp, 
painted lugubriousness of Hollywood lagoon. 
There is a swagger of sweet bees, costly 
waves of crooning orchestras, 
a swash of buckley, cynic joy, 
a moonlight swarmish with delight. 


ELECTRIC IRON 

Then, of potential strength, 

the gaunt irregular giantism of 

the spiritual man : Aristotle says 

one cannot expect every kind of pleasure 
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from tragedy. Yet a single thing, 

potent in its electric thingness, 

gives expectation of every kind of pleasure. 

There are, more potent in bewildering 
than mechanicals of a dream, mechanicals 
of fact, princely manipulations of the real, 
real threats and conceald perfections. 

An empty room lit by a single electric light 
reveals a little universe of its deserted things 
menacings of enameld saucepan meanness, 
cruelties of bolts and door knobs, 
secretive stoveness in stove black. 

Welcome to my world of menacings, 
kitchen statuaries of the insane. 

Welcome home to those cheap presences, 
sensual foreshadowings that watch, 
in their omnipotence, 
over the poor power of poetry. 

Welcome home, O potential spirit, 
impermanence of the candle flame ! 

The potent iron and the enamel rule 
a nameless kingdom of their own. 


PIANO 

I am rapt in a tarnish of the wine. 
There is some cheap 
Venetian consummation to be sought, 
deep Burgundy of the romantic vein. 
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I know the nigger-pink seduction of the real. 

I know the purplish lust of the ideal, 
rank musk of some primeval tarnish. 

The evening change is redolent of the rose. 

I know the amber gleam of that clear varnish 
Love. It makes the thick graind rosewood glow 
on pianos in saloons of love-drunk millionaires. 
Its musk perfumes the incidental rites 
of movie stars. 

I shall awake to the elegance of common things 
and cast the shadow of princely appetites. 

In the dark I have been with the millionaires, 
heard the diamond sonatas and have seen 
the costly lovers, opulence of good bodies, 
the Cote d’Azur of priceless lusts. 

I have playd the horses : Crucible, 

Nom de Plume, Ecstasy and Werther. 

The evening change is redolent of the rose. 

I am rapt in a tarnish of the wine, 
archipelagos of some Tchaikovskyan gloom, 
inconstancies of a loving mind. 

* * 

* 
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THE HOMECOMING 

Great Venus came into the room, 

Ishtar, the full-blown rose. 

The room became a shell of pearl, 
the petals of the shell flung back, 
it was so likend to Beauty’s tomb. 

The shadows seemd to spoil 
around her. Her hair 
was pearl for luster. Her arm, 
flung back, created with one stroke 
upon the air, as if the air awoke 
and cried, an arc, a triumph 
and alarm. 

Great Venus came, a rose full-blown 

— this, perhaps, was Friedel in 1945 — 

as if she bloomd in the full blowse of sleep. 
Her fleshy petals, alive, about to fall, 
unfurld the richest spoilage of the rose. 

— This was, perhaps, Friedel, 
dreaming of her son, Adonis, “ the Jew 
and German mixd in one ”, 

attar of the rose . . . Attis, 
the summer’s hero. 

Ah, but he had died, had died. 

I was no more than sleep’s vicar 
of her son. And she, great Ishtar, 
slumbering, whimperd, moand 
in ravages of descending sleep. 
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Why does she arrive again ? 

She swells the bloody sunset foam 
on which she rides. She comes 
from Gythera to the Berkeley shore. 

We feel — as if she were the moon 
and we the waves — her pull. 

“ Where is Adonis ? ” cried the whore 
(The tides of lust ran full, ran full) 

“ I come from Gythera to bear him home.” 

We searchd for Attis, combd the dead. 

Every man is some woman’s son 

who moans and becomes like Venus in her sleep. 

The Venusian legions were like a wave 

of blood that cried : “ The Lord,” they said, 

“ has died, has died, and has died 
and left us less than men. His grave 
is not in Berkeley — or, his grave 
is in Berkeley held this year, 

Adonis, the withering of the bough ! ” 
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THE TEMPLE OF THE ANIMALS 

The temple of the animals has fallen into disrepair. 
The pad of feet has faded. 

The panthers flee the shadows of the day. 

The smell of musk has faded but lingers there . . . 
lingers, lingers. Ah, bitterly in my room. 

Tired, I recall the animals of last year : 
the altars of the bear, tribunals of the ape, 
solitudes of elephantine gloom, rare 
zebra-striped retreats, prophecies of dog, 
sanctuaries of the pygmy deer. 

Were there rituals I had forgotten ? animal calls 
to which those animal voices replied, 
calld and calld until that jungle stirrd. 

Were there voices that I heard? 

Love was the very animal made his lair, 
slept out his winter in my heart. 

Did he seek my heart or ever 
sleep there? 

I have seen the animals depart, 
forgotten their voices, or barely remembered 
— like the last speech when the company goes 
or the beloved face that the heart knows, 
forgets and knows — 

I have heard the dying footsteps fall. 

The sound has faded, but lingers here. 

Ah, bitterly I recall 
the animals of last year. 
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Homage To The Brothers Grimm 

THE ROBBER MOON 

The Moon like a lantern or a face 
swims in its cowl, fat with light. 

I lie brooding. 

The shadows of the room grow. 

What if I should go now, walk the hills, 
stare across the outspread 
dwindling city or grow fat with stars, 
big-headed as this panoramic view, 
swollen as if with rain. My heart 
is swollen. Like a lantern or a face 
it rides thru the forest, lonely as a light 
swinging in its solitary hut. 

And now one by one the robber beasts arrive. 

They sit about the table, deal the cards 
and play Death’s game. 

The solitary light swings. 

Each round the robbers wound the light. 

Tearless, brooding, remembering, 
they play. The Moon 
is closeted. Ho! 
the boisterous cook exclaims 
frightening the robbers 

— I’ve cooked up a fat face here 
for midnight supper. 
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Wait ’til the Moon comes out again. 
Then we’ll sit down together, boys, 
to more than Black Jack or Fortune. 

Ah ! but the Moon sails away, 

like a face that has found fortune fair. 

And the rain pelting the roof 
frightens the robbers. The cook 
frightens the robbers. The swollen light 
swings 

back and forth, snaring the robber beast 
and the robber beast and the robber beast 
until the murmuring stops. 

Leaving the hills, I’ll say I left the Moon. 

But I saw the Moon go 

who had my heart for supper, fat with light. 


STRAWBERRIES UNDER THE SNOW 

Digging in the snow, the children 
uncoverd wild strawberries, 
rosy and joyous, hidden among leaves, 
red, red as the blood of the children 
fallen upon the drifts of snow. 

All winter the snow fell. 

The children lying in the chill snow drifts 
uncoverd wild strawberries 
hidden among the leaves. 
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And the little Saints came down, 

the little Saints came down the ladders of Heaven 

to sing for the frozen children 

whose tears 

glowd like love in the cold. 

Beautiful Griselda, 
how you dream! 

You have been drinking wine, Child, 
that’s why your heart is singing. 

Your cold face does not move 
but how you dream ! 

You turn your head in the drifts of leaves 
until the snow melts 
and your dreaming eyes 
open like strawberries. 

There is no evil here. 

The snow is so soft, so white. 

Tho the children will never waken, 
they are not dead. They sleep. 

O how the heart breaks 

yearning to awaken the sleeping children. 

Look ! Childhood lies here 

at the foot of the ladders of Heaven. 

Here are the strawberries. 

There is no evil here. 


* * *• 

*• 
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JERUSALEM 

Then Jerusalem became the goal. 

I wanted to go. I wanted to go. 

I put away my games 
and went to dance 

too late, too late. 

I never saw Jerusalem fall. 

I never saw Jerusalem restored. 

I wanted to go. I wanted to go. 

It seemd so far. 

Jerusalem like a star 

drew upon my heart until the pain 

bewilderd me. I was so small. 

I could not cry. 

I stared upon the star. 

I wanted to go. I wanted to go. 

I heard the newsboys in the street 
cry out Jerusalem! 

Jerusalem! 

O sweet Jerusalem! 

There the heart will find its rest. 

I wanted to cry. 

It seemd so far. 

The newsboys calld, too late, too late ! 


I wanted to go. I wanted to go. 
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The Venice Poem 

A DESCRIPTION OF VENICE 

The lions of Venice crouch 
suppliant to the ringing in the air. 

The bell tower of Saint Mark 
shakes the gold of sound upon 
the slumbering city. Gathering, 
the bronze boy burns the blue of sky 
with jewel blue eyes. The lions 
crouch suppliant to 
the ringing, burning blue. 

He has a heavy head of dreams. 

Wary tho he seems, his eye 
is fixd upon the boy’s eye, 
as if he saw all love was frozen there 
in knowing, 

forming a central sapphire, 
cruel and absolute. 

This jewel 

from which proceeds 
as if rays 
a melody . . . 

* 

And when Saint William Shakespeare 

plagued by the flies of jealousy and rage 
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enterd the Carnal City and stood 

defiant with love in full sight of the Doge, 
he lit the holy tapers 
and worshipd 

under the five adulterous false domes 
of burnishd copper. 

The Doge, Iago, 

knowing more than Shakespeare, 
saw with cynic wonder 

at such poetic consternation 
the lewd shadows 

haunting the holy candles; 
saw with satisfaction 

the simple-minded Shakespeare 

light with love 

the beautiful fat candles. 

Saint William Shakespeare under the true dome 
wept, so filld he was with the wonder 
of the pseudo-dome, the copper, the splendor; 
saw in a vision 
the virgin Desdemona, 
whore of Venice. 

The Doge, Iago, 
the knowing Shakespeare, 
watchd the beasts leap up, 
watchd the cruel shadows 
among the mosaics, 
the jewels and gold. 
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Beloved William Shakespeare, 
simple-minded, 

prayd to Our Lady, Love : 

Holy Mother, hail. 

Heal my lover and my self. 

* 

The lions of Saint Mark’s gaze upon the blue, 
blue of terror like the oceanic blue 
in which the onion-globe world floats 
suspended like a yolk in the albumin air. 

The four bronze horses 
face the square — as if they had suddenly 
appeard there, 

under the wingd heraldic lion. 

This is a vision of rare 
exultant cold love, 
a monument that 
tho bathed in gold of the sun 
and painted over with warm gold, 
resplendent with blue and green, 
gives despair words. 

The horses stare triumphantly, 
glory of Byzantium, 
glory of that city of Venus who wears 
Byzantium’s other face. The Doge 
at breakfast in the Palazzo 
dreams of his city’s yearly repeated 
wedding with the adulterous 
Adriatic waters. 
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Upon the blue blue deep I saw in the eyes 

bright with love’s betrayal of love 

the square of Saint Mark, center of that world 

like the great sea-shell 
coil of Venus, ear filld with the coo-ri-coo 
of her flocks, cuckold mimic murmurs of the sea. 

* 

The cry I heard upon the water 
might have been Othello’s song, 
who sang: 

Why is the house so still ? 

Where have you gone? 

My knowing now will never be still. 

My loving now will never be still. 

I am like an empty shell 

tortured by voices. 

Alone I know not where I am. 

I cry out. 

My voices answer. 

O my soul’s joy! 

Love burns in changes of the Moon. 

She comes so near to earth 

and makes men mad. 


Alone I know not where I am. 

The world is false as water. 

It echoes back the heart’s desire. 
Love burns in changes of the Moon. 


* 

or in full daylight : the hourly ringing 
over the city and the surrounding green 
or blue water, 

over the onion-shaped copper-domes 
that catch the sound as they catch the light 
in a murmurous glare, pride of 14th century 
Venetian pomp, erected to cover 
the actual archaic domes built in the likeness of 
Byzantium’s perishd 5 domed 
Church of the Apostles . . . 

* 

Damn the persistent tolling of the hour. 

Damn the actual brute time. 

I hug my hurt and 
fixing mind away from heart 
describe the sea-wed timeless 

city. Not happy, but in such richness 
as delights the eye past hurt 
until the heart awakes 
to that vast watery waste enclosed 
by copper domes 
too beautiful for the eye. 
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Lantern slide visions 

of Venice repair — not happy, but splendid. 

Six-hued colord photographs 

reproduce a monument of all desire and fear 

for mind’s anxiety to feed upon, 

to teach the blue of terror so that the blue 

of ornament or sky is deeper than time, 

blue of an idiotic empty jar, 

hotter than mere moment’s dismay. 

Time turns the glare to watery green. 

* 

Of Desdemona : do not say 
she was mere spirit but body 
in which my virtue lay. 

I believed. I had faith. 

In faith, the mind does not weary. 

In faith, the heart knows joy, 
leaps up toward its beloved 
like a believing hound 
lively with dumb piety. 

In faith, the eye is sure. 

In faith, no tongue is false 
but speaks 

straight from the heart. 

Of Desdemona : 
say she was my true witness ; 
say I named her advocate 
in whose arms I lay, 
virtuous therein. 
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Othello moves among the green and purple glasses, 
reliques of Crusades, perishable beauty 
of imperishable Venice. He holds 
his black head in his hands and weeps. 

Of Iago : say that he was faithful, 
for knowledge like death is faithful. 

He saw my true nature. 

He was accurate as an angel. 


TESTIMONY 

avals ete tente sinon a cause de la saison, dialler 
me promener sur les eaux pour moi surtout printanieres 
de Venise .”—Marcel Proust 

Those images, “ de Venise et de Saint-Marc ” 

“ dessechees et nues que j’avais ”, I knew. 

My heart thirsted after their fountains. 

Where shall my heart feed, drink deep 
the carnal waters until the dry heart 
flowers ? Those images then 
like great tears swim 

in lust’s malicious eye, 
transform its glare 
where the heart feeds, 
render a rare music. 
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“ These natural sounds suggest music, 

but are not yet themselves music . . . ” 
pleasing, “ they are but promises 
of music. It takes 
a human being to keep them.” 

To savor lust and to create 
from lust love’s 
immortality . . . 
like Venice 

created out of the waters, or Venus 
who rides 

upon her invented chariot-shell, 
fills the poet’s ingenuous machine 
with her radiance. 

Pure ingenuity 

could not devise such a nightingale. 


* 


“ These natural sounds suggest music, 
but are not yet themselves music.” 

When they seemingly arrange themselves 
so subtly the traind mind arranges, 
then there appears from the swift fingers writing 
what the ear hears. Word and vision 
seem inspiration. As if the goddess herself, 
awful and lovely, spoke to the dumb poet 
more than he knew. Where shall my heart feed 
but from this fountain, certain to perish, 
a mirage —“ dessechees et nues ”, 
and yet immortal 
as if it were the mind itself 


which descends in the poem 
and becomes manifest. 
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* 


My jealousy is like a jewel, a sapphire 

or sapphire needle “ good for 1000 performances ”, 
cruel and absolute, from which comes my music, 
at once apparent and yet mysterious 
this beauty, as the apparent, explainable 
phonograph and recording disc 
renders the impressd concerto of voices 
for the listening ear. For the hearer, 
there is no apparatus, no ingenuity, 

but the ingenuous melody distracts, 
not happy but splendid. 

Great Jealousy herself is no mere needle. 

Terrible and lovely the Greeks addressd her. 

Where Eros and Himeros went with her, 
where Love and Desire went with her, 
she in the middle riding, Beauty herself, 

Our Lady Love. Great Jealousy is her avatar. 

Joy is her avatar. Abounding Love of Man and Beast 
her avatar. Longing for Death her avatar. 

She has so many faces, forms. So many 
individual perfections strike panic, jealousy, 

or joy in the heart; flood the mind with a light 
clear as the light of reason but delirious; 

strike a music in the blood, a melody 
“ scatterd to the winds with indefatigable profusion,” 
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which, set into order, emerges 
as the central portion, the symphonic allegro, 
jewelld perfection of music’s hierarchy. 

Apollo and his Muses address her. No one 
is immune to her seductions but has 
all joy by her courtesy. There is no pain 
that I would not bear for her sake. 


IMAGINARY INSTRUCTIONS 

There is another world of man and beasts 
taking their own fabulous color beyond my hand. 
But when the whole world expands into wholeness, 
the giant-bodied spirit I 
holding all things in its ambience, 
the world 

will be balm to the perishing heart. 

This day apart, 

the individual man is self-central, 

Prince or daemon. 

Other princes are peripheral, are 
other-worldly central. 

They have conceald virtues. They are 
not answers but questions. 

The young girls upon Saint Agnes Eve 
see, of course, a shadowy groom. But 
looking into a mirror 
may show the astonishd virgin 
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more than her husband. 

Surely someday 

she will recall how many faces, forms, glances 
the phantom lover had — 

where have they gone? 

This is the first proposition : 
in the poem as a mirror — the whole world, 
an instruction. 

I no longer know the virgin mirror. 

Sometimes the diadems of poetry 

— mock gold glories cut out from paper 
of an afternoon — 

turn until my head turns, inflate 
a bulbous image of a world, a vulgar empire. 
And I can sit upon a throne, 

cross-eyed king of one thousand lines. 

In the mirror of poetry I conjure 
luxuries I can ill afford. 

* 

The artist, like Lorenzo Bernini, sees 
Louis the 14th’s head 
“ qui avait l’esprit vif et brillant ” 
that floats upon the air 
(his own head : the whole world there) 
carved from an elegance of marble, 
the swirl, the twist, 
the savage despair of draperies. 
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as if flying, as if flying, 
the sensual arrogant face 

carved with such ardor . . . 

a bust by Bernini 

in a corridor of the Andrew Mellon museum — 
why does it come to mind 
now when I say 

I no longer know the virgin mirror ? 

Why are we never at rest, I ask. 

Why am I touchd so deeply? 

There is a root, faithless and painful, 
from which we spring. 

Why does the rose 
never cease unfolding 
but grows and unfurls 
the swirl, the twist, 
the savage despair of draperies 
so that its beauty 
surpasses knowing. 

* 

Accident will finally strip the king 

and show him naked in a moment’s mirror. 

— This is not the exalted face 
Bernini saw — 

the forlorn cocksucker is not wonderful. 

This cock 

presents a humiliating moment. 
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— Not that those low hung balls 
rescue the scene — 
only passion can rise to the occasion. 

This is the second proposition : in the mirror 
the Part — 

consternation of a whole world. 

Yet this is the noble moment. 

In our dreams this nakedness 
is our kingdom; 
the cock 

raised in the air is man’s urge, 
his pride, his greed — 
he trembles, 
eager to love and yet 
eager to thrive. 

So too his lover 
meets him, 

arrogant and alive, his eyes 
seeing already 

more than Love’s mirror shows. 

Faithless and painful, why does the rose 
never cease unfolding 
but grows and unfurls, 
the swirl, the twist — 

the hot clasp of bodies, 
embraces, 

as if with love, lips fastened, 

eyes staring or closed, 
having this power to hold one, 
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having no power 

other than this power of clasping . . . 

Yet here seeks the heart solace. 

Dismay, strain, exhaustion often. 

Anger, pain, endurance. 

Buggary stirs enmity, unguarded hatred. 
Cocksucking breeds self-humiliation, pride, 
helplessness; 

begets Lotophagoi, dreamers. 

Yet here seeks the heart solace. 

Nature barely provides for it. 

Men fuck men by audacity. 

Yet here the heart bounds 
as if only here, 

here it might rest. 

* 

“ We must understand what is happening ” : 
watch “ the duration of syllables, 

“ the melodic coherence, 

“ the tone leading of vowels.” 

“ The function of poetry is to debunk by lucidity.” 

This is the third proposition : 
a realistic image. 

As if that virgin upon Saint Agnes Eve 
had seen old Nobody 
wearing a face in the mirror. 
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We must understand what is happening. 

•— tears from a stone 

hhat stone might have been the Stone 

of the Philosophers 

the Fool says) 

but watch the duration of syllables. 

How many faces, forms are there ? 
each, as if omnipotent. 

This is Love. Our Lady 
appears and reappears. 

Her virtue gathers 
in so many forms, glances, 
never at rest. 

Now we are bathed 
in her light, sapphire with light, 
ultramarine, rose, 
delirious; and now, 
in the dark, the mirror 

held to show our faces 
hints at some earlier 
frightening form, 

from which her virtue flows 
violent, 

each time as if appointed, 
singular, necessary. 

This is Love. 

Everywhere, everywhere, 
she calls her hounds about her 
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who leap up, joyous, 

dumb beasts of pleasure. 

Do I obscure your quality, 
giving you up to fabulous color ? 

Ephebe, what appetites, 
in what fiery tombs, 
gusts of flame, flashes 
out of obscurity? 

Who go about the town, go up and down, ride 
in their expensive motor cars, their convertible 
up-to-date automobiles, the red leather and the metal 
rich and bewildering to the eye; attired 
in suede or cord-du-roy with cashmere sweaters. 

I have bought a corduroy coat myself, but they 
display casually, as if it did not matter, 
bodies, expensive and cavalier, 
only money can breed such bodies. 

How lonely, how lovely these Venetians seem, 
distant and to be worshipd. 

Only the envious can deny their beauty. 

Who go about the town, these princes of money, 
splendid as the cartwheel or great rare silver 
dollar piece, splendid as a dollar. 

How lovely, how lonely these princes are, 
too proud, too holy to walk among the humble. 

Only the envious can deny their power. 

Faithless and splendid as the gods they go. 

* 


Turn, turn — how dark it is ! 

The inventing head 

qui avait Vesprit 

upon a single air, one melody, 

discovers voices, 

counterparts, vif et brillant 

so many faces, forms, glances 
appear and reappear, 
wound-up, keyd. 

— This is the air of Apollo. 

So many tones vibrate. 

The invented head 
invents, having 
so many tones, having 
this one air. 

The lilt 
appears 

— ah, there the heart sings, 
the inventing head declares, 

— clear as the light of reason, 

the lilt, 
delirious. 

Has he fallen in love? 

He falls 

but never to the depth. 

Like Canute he plays sovereign to the sea. 
He sits for hours as if he might hold it back 
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eyes fixd upon the tide, 
cross-eyed king of one thousand lines. 

Does he never sleep ? dream ? 

I do not know if he 
has fascinated love, or love 
has fascinated him. 

The air he breathes. . . 

The air he creates . . . 

He stares intently 

as if he stared upon a sound. 

What does he see ? hear ? 
waiting, waiting, for the allegro 
to re-occur. 

The invented head 

is like a sound upon which he stares — 
Louis XIV’s head again 
inventing 

what does he hear 
that he has not invented? 

The other head, 
the poet’s listening head, 
as if flying upon the air, 
carved by Bernini 
out of what obscurity? 


stops. CHANGES. 
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This is the fourth proposition : 
the mirror as imitation, as poem, 

STOPS, changes. 


RECORSO 

into the long, slow cadence, the anticipating, 
rapt, attentive, climbing 

neither upward nor downward, 
but hovering : dream of sea-surge, 
the tide, the tide of event, 

And the old gods rising, falling. 

— Those were only waves roaring — 

— That dark form, a sea-lion, floating — 

neither upward nor downward, 
but sleeping : washd by the tides. 

the swollen body of a man 
washd by the tides, 
as if suspended in the glare . . . 

so dark, so dark. Vague and unsure. 

Quickground of images, rising, falling . . . 

Sometimes in the mind’s closed eye 
everything springs into flame, 
hot as radium, unstable, 
death to the touch, 

the whole sea raging, rising . . . 
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in which we float, touching, alive, 
as if before death 
in Love’s great light. 

into the long, shoreward roll, the anticipating. 

Now when I hear an aeroplane 

late at night or in full daylight 

the red jewel lights sailing in the dark, or 

the sword flash of the sun on metallic wings, 

I do not know ... I am afraid . . . 

into the waste, the assembling of repeated forms, 
first came the heat and then the after-glow, 
violet or electric gold. 

We held our humming heads with both hands, 
swinging, swinging, 

to and fro, the light 
falling away across the water, lavender, 
rose, ultramarine, rising, falling — 

the woman climbing up the stairs, the woman 
climbing up the stairs, the woman climbing 
up the stairs, up and up, to and fro — 

open and closed, open and closed — 

lips parted, teeth half opend, tongue 
held between, the lips parted, swinging, 
spinning like a top — 


Do you remember, remember ? 
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in a row of stainless aluminum pots 
the pattern repeats, repeats endlessly 
accurate : accurate, endlessly repeats, 
repeats pattern the pots aluminum 
stainless of row “A” in — remember? 

rose, ultramarine, rising, falling, 
the same wave rolls and reversed 
unrolls 

rolls and reversed — 

the dropd cup reappears from its fragments 
springs to the hand as if from nowhere 
complete. 


THE VENUS OF LESPUGES 


is. 

Of first things : solid. 

Her paleolithic image 
is large. Six inches in height 
it is monumental. 

The spirit is flung upward. 

The body remains, monumental, 
from which all spirit flows; 
the breasts and the buttocks 
clusterd, like fruit, 
above the mons veneris. 
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Is. 

Of the first. Her image looms 
wherein lies the universe 
of felt things. From which 
flung, spirit is outward 
born out of the fat fruit. 

The shoulders and the long neck 
with the round sexual head 
curved above like the violin neck 
above the female musical body 
seem instrumental; 
the deep strings of the viol 
waiting for sound. 

First into flower and then 
the full fruit, pendulant, 
the man curved above 
like the prow of the gondola 
drifting — or the fern frond. 

The male, not first, 
but out of the female. 

In the cards she is the queen of hearts 

above the ace of spades, 

the creator or destroyer wearing 
the mask of Eleanor of Aquitaine, 
all the meaning held in her image; 

or seen as Henri Rousseau’s mistress, 
Queen of the Jungle, Yadwigha 
of the tiger 
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the odors of flesh, heavy as a dream, 

oil of myrrh, eucalyptus, 

sexual odors, taints of first things 

At the nape of the neck 
there is the pine odor ; the beautiful fat 
round and clear, meditative, 
absorbing all things. 

She has so many arts, 
the pearl-like lustrous flesh, 
the warmth that is not like the sun 
but from which the sun is flung out 
and yet containd. 

She was such art, 
confounding all things . . . 

the weight of her breasts, 
the weight of words, 

stirring the depths 
from which the crest rises 
upward, 

or the touch of the viol string 
vibrates, 

the head singing 

into the male, like the suspended star-sapphire, 
blue of heaven, or blue of the depths, 
that men gather from a limb of the flood 
or rock of sea-deep, the dark sapphire 
crystal of death-depth blue 
or the star in which wander 
gold lights. 


blue of terror or the oceanic blue 
as if all love were frozen there 
swilce gildene steorran 

into the stone, Safire, 

in the deep water found and dark with virtue, 
putteth away envy 

& comforteth the body and the members; 
who saw in the second fundament of the City 
a bliss-ful sapphire 
and therefore saw there hope 
and memory of himself. 

She was amused. 

She questioned. In haze of smoke, 
in drunkenness, 
she was insistent. 

There came then the flood of first forms. 

He hit upon the image when he remarkd 

the poet slept within the statue while the war raged. 

But all things sleep here. 

This fat immortality is alive. 

Not Chaos, 
but First Form. 


This quality cannot be obscured. 


65 


Of first forms: 

So many eyes in the jungle. 

She lies on the horsehair sofa 
nude and serene, mysterious 
as the white disk of the moon, 
her hibiscus-pink flesh luminous, 
pearl and unreal, 
listening . . . 

There is such a quiet here. 

The soundless woodwind 
blows among the rushes, 
the soundless elephant lifts his trunk 
into a gesture of trumpeting. 

All sounds are muted in the painter’s eye. 
But these forms, painted as they are, 
lift into music. 

The concrete image moves upward 
into the coherent 
only in sound, 

in the tone leading of vowels, 
in the humming, the hesitating. 

She lies on the horsehair sofa, 
placed in the visual jungle, 
surrounded by plants and animals 
of the eye. 

This is the painter’s real world. 

She hesitates upon the verge of sound. 

She waits upon a sounding impossibility, 
upon the edge of poetry. 
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The image lifts into gesture 
like the hand pointing 
or the trunk lifting 
or the silent black man 
holding the pipe as a gesture, 

and the gesture lifts 
like the trunk trumpeting 
or the throat pulsating 
into the duration of syllables. 

Who has no coherence 

other than the melodic vein 
suffusing its pearl luster 
over all surfaces. 

She rose out of a great rustling of waters, 
transformd in the sea roar 
within the shell. 

What is happening? 

music, magic, 
emerging 

out of the shell-coil ear 

the mimic murmur, 
the remembering 
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CODA 

Between the sapphire and the sound 
unfurls the rose of vision. 

Tears from a stone 
unlock the stone. 

Months have passd like days of pain; 
now the most bewildering of all pains, 
these images like great tears swim. 

I am barely able to go on. 

Where there is neither faith nor vision 

truth in the many petald division of the rose, 

each of the unfolding parts 

becomes identified, grows into enormity, 

is beautiful, and stares, 

more sickening than beautiful. 

I am barely able to go on. 

Adultery began like the unfolding rose 
showing the crudest passionate facts. 
Between the sapphire and the sound 
only the imagination can take hold. 

And the imagination loses its hold. 

I am barely able to go on. 

Here at last is the place of no gods. 

Venice has perishd, fallen into disrepair. 

The sapphire has become extreme and cold 
as if it took all strength to bear. 

Again and again all things return 
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into the faithless and unfair. 

I am barely able to go on. 

How deep the violation goes, 
unfolds, petal by petal, rooted, 
and yet so multiplied, 
inflorescent . . . 

When you come to this moment the water in the tap 
drops as if counting the eternity of time. 

Stop Look and Listen. Summon up your wisdom. 

Nothing will answer and the long dark room 
will not be light when you turn on the light. 

Your four hundred volumes by the very best, authors 
will go blank as the paper at which you are staring. 

When you come to this moment the mind goes dead. 

It will never restore when you cry out in need 
the faith in which there was no need. 

When you come to this moment and you are left over, 
you rise to the occasion and death won’t come. 

When the love-light perishes and lusting has gone 
and you try to make up love in the marriage bed, 
you will long for the violence of the approaching wars. 
BANG. You will lust for the cut of the stone. 

BANG. 

When you come to this moment there are no gods. 

In the merciless light there you are shown 
naked and silly as the primeval bone. 

There isn’t any poetry. The doggerel begins 

like the drums in the dark where the cannibals chew 

at the monotonous liver and spit their bile 
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and the words in the dark go round and round. 

When you lie in the bed and know with a start 
that the vows are broken — You face with a grin 
and damn your mind that searches the fact 
where your lover lies panting in a new lover’s arms, 
holds on and comes in some secret room 
lifted again to the passionate pitch. BANG. 

When your thirty years are counted up 
they seem the beginning of an endless stretch 
that repeats and repeats the ritual feast 
that devours your flesh and eats at your bone. 

BANG. 

When you come to death’s door and he won’t let you in, 
you can hear the bed groan and the adulterous sounds 
wound and wound but they do not kill. 

How deep the violation goes. 

Heal. 

There are so many faces, forms. 

Heal. 

So many arbitrary divisions. 

I do not want to drift, 
stops. CHANGES. 

There must be a moment when that faith returns. 

The artist searches out the deepest roots. 
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He is violent. He is animal. 

Driven by the language itself 
alive with such forces, 
he violates, desiring to move 
the deepest sound. 

The lion-life sea 
caught in the cup 

of the particular Red Sea Spider Shell, 
coil of Venus, natural ear, 
where 

love’s avatar was held, perpetually 
to speak . . . 

Hear the lion’s roar in the shell. 

There is no thought here. 

All that we value — 
order, remembrance, 
human nature and conduct, 
natural coherence — 

What do they avail when this art 
dictates its laws? 

* 

What does he say? He 
has gone further than this art allows, 
losing so many values 
just for that sound. Why does he let go? 
Why doesn’t he let go? 


There is nothing unfair 
he has not created 
brooding upon the primitive source. 

Is there nothing 

he will not read into what we are saying, 
feeling ? 

There is no wisdom. 

There are no gods here. 

He says there are gods here, 
denying our human individual being. 

He says there are gods here? 

Staring without sight 
his ear 

fixd on his imaginary shell. 

What can we tell him 
he will not hear 

warpd in the twist of that damnd coil 

“the white disk of the moon 
her hibiscus pink flesh luminous” 

He was staring at the painting — 

How did his ear 
organize those sounds ? 

leading us away from the painting. 
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There then 

went Saint William Shakespeare 
(the whole world there) 
to light the holy tapers. 

This stage, he said, 
is eternal. 

Even death is subject 
to these lights. 

This candle 
shines bright. 

It dwindles. 

It perishes. 

It is so dark. 

The inventing head 
has its own light. 

But remember, remember . . . 

This candle 
is love’s taper, 
and this 

is candle of innocence 
whose flame 
does not die. 

How lonely 
these lights seem 
in all this pride 
as if in vain. 


73 


Anger, pain, exhaustion 
often . . . 
once lit, 

never consumed, but 

how dark it is. 

Candle in the window 
light me home. 

Candle in the beginning 
light my last day. 

This stage, he said, 
is Truth. 

Never in living, 
but here 

all felt things are 

permitted to speak. 

This candle I lit 
is faith’s candle. 

In nursery 
it comforted, 
as evening song 
or humming 
comforted. 

Do not leave my side, I said, 
but love me. 

And then in the still room 
cried and did not die. 


Who comes so near to earth . . 


This candle is mysterious. 

I did not light this candle. 

It came into being 
as I came into being. 

There was no beginning. 

Then there were first things. 

There is no pain 
I would not bear for her sake. 
Who gives also faith 
and surcease from pain. 

This candle is the word 
“ potency ”, 
candle of magic. 

This candle too is eternal, 
in whose light you must love me 
Do not disbelieve the shadows, 
but love me. 

Do not put this candle out. 

This is one of my holy candles. 

There is no mask I wear 
that is not emotion, 
that is not deeply rooted. 

Knowledge does not survive. 
Accuracy does not survive. 

But the devotion survives 
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bearing wounds 
no wisdom would bear. 

Foolish William Shakespeare 
is more than his knowing. 

Knowledge did not begin. 

Accuracy did not begin . . . 

The sapphire pendant 
dangled above the eyes 
catching the light 
or the soothing voice 
in whose ambience first 
faith was full 
: these things are earlier 
than we know. 

Born 

out of what obscurity ? 

These months have passd 
like days of pain. 

Now the most bewildering of all pains 
forced 
outward 


flung out from the fat form. 
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Ring, then, ring clear ! 

Baby is charmd by the bells ringing. 
Baby is charmd by the towers swaying, 
hearing each sound 
in the morning din. 

Little cross-eyed king held 
secure in the center of all things! 

Baby blue — all eyes — my eyes 
fixd upon the central sapphire 

outside 

reaching 

terror, grief, joy, 
move in the glare 

leaps upward 

toward his beloved 

anger, pain, endurance 

swinging 

swinging 

Ring, then, ring clear! 

Fatherly towers in the air! 
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Caesar’s Gate 

THE DRINKING FOUNTAIN 

Garcia Lorca tasted 

death at this drinking fountain, 

saw a dead bird 

sing inside this mountain, 

heard a childless woman 

curse this drinking fountain. 

Garcia Lorca drank 
life from this drinking fountain, 
witnessd the witless poor 
sleeping inside this mountain, 
returnd at night to praise 
this public drinking fountain. 

Garcia Lorca stole 
poetry from this drinking fountain, 
sang and twangd the mandolin of 
this slumbering Spanish mountain, 
fell down and cried in Granada. 


This is the drinking fountain. 
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PROCESSIONALS II 

Torches, we light our own way, 

nor, in passing, notice our burnd bodies. 

Look, look, I said, 

The heart of the flame 
has gone out, the wick ! 

Set yourself on fire once more, you said, 
The way is dark. 

O dead, to you this flesh 
is no more than wax. 

Torches, we appear to ourselves 
flames in the distance 
that extinguish themselves 
before we can reach them. 
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THE SECOND NIGHT IN 
THE WEEK 

Now I have come to Caesar’s Gate. 

And the Spirit there, tired and raging, 

who walks like a beast walks 

the circumference of his cage, said : 

Think upon the meaning of my rage. 

By Whom do you swear 
that you return to this place? 

I have come to the Gate 
tired, tired as Asia, 
and as rage-full, awake 
as if there will now be no sleep. 

Sleep being a secret in this place. 

O Alexander! O Conqueror of the Wastes! 
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ROBERT DUNCAN was born in Oakland, California, 
in 1919. He has for a good number of years been a* 
major figure among poets writing in San Francisco, and 
SELECTED POEMS brings together in one volume 
much of the poetry upon which his reputation was 
founded. It includes The Venice Poem in its entirety, 
as well as The Temple of the Animals, part of a group 
of poems for which he won Poetry’s Union League Prize 
in 1957. There are also poems, long unavailable, which 
first appeared in .OCCIDENT, CIRCLE, TIGER’S 
EYE, QUARTERLY REVIEW OF LITERATURE, 
PACIFIC SPECTATOR, and ORIGIN. 

In making this selection from his first four books, together 
with certain other poems of the same period, Duncan 
feels he has given his work as a whole a focus that 
amounts to a new definition of his poetic intent. 





